with a glance back to assure himself
of the distance away of f
“will you kindly walk on with me? 1
have somothing of great importance
to say to youw"

“l—I—yes, certainly,” she stam-
merad, but her gait was reluctant as
she kept pace with him.

She had always congidered Evans
far above her humble family in the
way of wealth and social position. As
a friendly neighbor, as a hopeless jn-
valisl, as she had heard, she could not
very well decline his suggestion, al-
though her mind was entirely with
the man who must soon overtaks
thiem. -

“You must trust and belleve me.”
went on Evans, gravely apd Insis-
tently. “By chance, but beyond o
doubt, 1 have learned that the per-
gon for whom vou are about (o shan-
don home and friends is a scoundrel.”

8he came to a dead standetill, her
face white, resentful and unbelleving.

“Thete Is no thne to disonss this,”
proceeded Evans rapldly. “You have
heen grossiy decelved, as [ ean prove
. toyou. You must not meet this man

Go home and 1 will later convince

you of the truth of what I say.,™

His camnestness held her, his su-
perior will power drove back per-
versity, She swayed &= If gbout to
Iaint, )

“He = a bigamist” added Evans
“Trust me, [ am ucting in the matter
wholly for your own good, to avold
the misery and heartbreak of those
at home who love you. Hastén, | beg
of you.,”

“Lillas"™ ecalled the wvoice of WIl-
Hard, for he had nesrly reached them
now, The girl uttered a mufflad-sob
and hurried away. Evans put up his
hand and halted the scoundrel as he
&

“You are unmasked and your in-
tended victim knows of your true
character and designs.” spoke Evans,
and his ecaim dignity abashed the
wreteh. “if yoo take one step after
that young lady I will bave you un-

_ der lock snd key within five minuton

Go your way. Your evil schemes are
baffled.”

The man slunk away likea beaten
cur, Once sgain Evans saw
Deane, It was in the litle park near
her home. They sat on a bench en-
guged In conversation for over an
hour. Evane digclosed all that he
had learned of Williard, and Lilias
was shockéd, sppalled, and then the
tears of gratitude esme Into ber eyes
as she realived what this disinterest-
ed friend had saved her from.

“(h, never, never will I forget your
kind cars for me!” she sobbed.
“SWherever you are 1 shall think of
you and pray that the greatest good
may come to yvou," sad she bent and
Kiased his hand and waiched him go
away, and took up the old home du-
ties, shuddeting whenever ghe re-
counted how narrowly she had es-
enped the wiles ¢f the hourtless ad-
venturer,

It was a year later when the news
came to Rockton of the death of
Ward Evans, He was gne of aver 50
overtaken in a voleanic lsiand of the
Paciic” by &n erufition. What had
been recovered of his remains had
besn gent to his former home A
simpls headsione in the village cema-
tery told of his eroel fate

And never Lilizs forget him! That
Iast interview with him had left with
har an lmpression of almost adora-
tion for the noble spirit, that, amid
personal sulfering, had paused to do
her n vast service.

His memory became to her an
jdeal. To her, though dead, he was
more than any other man living.
Every weok sho would visit the Jittle
cemetery, and, seated on a grass plot
near the lowly grave, would weave &
wreath of the choicest wild flowers
and place them wupon: the little
mound )

“He was ail that {8 noble and
good," ehe murmured one day, as she
kissed (he simple wreath she had
made snd set it in pluce. “He has
made my fife swaet with its impulses:
of duty, and I love him, 1 love him™*




